" fi A. B./ was the curt reply. ' I'm working here for
the Company. An office was allotted to me several days
ago/

" * A. B.,' the page repeated, shaking his head. ' Gosh,
that's too bad. Didn't you know ? You're fired !'

<c There was no mistake about it. A. B., on application
to the head office, was handed a polite note together with
the two scripts regretting that the latter were unsuitable
and that the studio was unable to make use of his services
for the present."

Everyone laughed. Edgar stretched out his arm and
felt his biceps.

" I guess they won't treat me like that," he declared
with a grin.

Perhaps they did not, yet to those who were fond of
the man and appreciated the really delightful side of him,
there will always be a slight feeling that our friends in
California were not too kind to him. He was not in the
best of health, of course, during the whole of his time
there, and he was perhaps unlucky in the fact that few of
the people who happened to be round in Hollywood at
the time were amongst his intimate friends. Climate or
no climate, I don't think we should have allowed him to
slip away from over here, notwithstanding our fogs and
mists. Nevertheless, speculations of that sort are useless.
I can only say that we miss him. All his friends miss
him. So, I imagine, do his publishers.
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